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Well I Don’t Remember, Why Remember? 


by Takeoffyourskin 


Summary 


Quackity and Wilbur wake up, beside each other. They need to talk, and they do, mostly. 


Notes 


This is definitely on the border of being pretty dark— please heed the tags, and click out if 
you are uncomfortable. @ What happens/is implied to have happened isn’t either character’s 


fault, just a lack of information and healthier coping mechanisms. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Morning comes fast, and as Wilbur forces open his eyes, so too does the realization that he’d 
spent the night with Quackity, now curled up asleep on the furthest corner of the bed from 
him. 


He shifts, slowly, careful not to disturb Quackity. Quackity wakes up anyways, snapping to 
attention and scrambling to sit cross-legged on the bed, staring straight at Wilbur. 


“Morning,” Wilbur says, conversationally. Quackity just watches, silent. 


Wilbur tries again. “Did you sleep alright?” Quackity snorts, dragging a hand up to his mouth 
to gnaw on his nails. Wilbur hadn’t noticed, last night, but they’re painted a smooth 
burgundy, a few shades too dark to match the tie he’d worn, now shoved carelessly into a 
back pocket, dress shirt crumpled on the floor. 


Quackity doesn’t seem interested in talking, so Wilbur allows himself the indulgence of 
staring right back, taking in the sight of him. He’d stripped to a tank top and boxers to sleep, 
but left his hat and jewelry on, and Wilbur catches his breath at the way his thin necklace 
chain highlights the cords of his neck, draws his gaze towards Quackity’s chest. His bare 
arms are bruised, much like Wilbur’s, but unlike Wilbur’s own, not all the marls are fresh. 
Quackity catches him staring, and his hands go to his hair, a nervous habit he’s had as long as 
Wilbur knew him. 


“Last night,” he states, and Wilbur nods. “Last night, how far did we...” He trails off, and 
Wilbur’s heart drops. 


“You mean...” Wilbur makes a hand gesture, instead of saying fucking, and Quackity nods. 
“Do you not remember?” 


“T usually don’t. I remember kissing you, on the roof, and I’ve woke up half-dressed in bed 
with you.” Quackity looks away, blinking furiously, and Wilbur absentmindedly wonders if 
his missing eye still has tear ducts. He knows better than to ask, though, at least right now, 
and instead he swings his legs over the side of the bed, slowly standing up as he speaks, 
trying to appear nonthreatening. 


“We did. You asked, I agreed, there wasn’t much talking, after that.” He shuffles into the 
bathroom, searching for a medkit. “This is the, uh, hotel, I suggested we come here instead of 
doing it out in the open.” He doesn’t catch Quackity’s nod, doesn’t see him slipping back into 
yesterday’s clothes, buttoning his shirt to the very highest button and tucking every last 
strand of hair up into his beanie. By the time Wilbur turns around, he’s slumped in a chair by 
the bed, looking every bit the too-tough teenage delinquent he’d been when they’d met. 


“Sorry,” he mutters, still on the edge of tears, as Wilbur stares, this time motivated by 
uncertainty rather than attraction. Wilbur perches at the edge of the bed, rifling through the 
medkit for bruise cream, and antiseptic. 


“What for?” Wilbur keeps his voice soft, keeps his gaze from meeting Quackity’s own. 


“T make bad decisions. You were one of them.” 


“Oh.” Wilbur doesn’t take it as an insult. He’s got bigger things to worry about, and his and 
Quackity’s relationship was never terribly polite, anyways. He passes Quackity the bruise 
cream in a single, deliberate motion. “You might want this.” 


Quackity slips the little packet into his back pocket with a nod, as tears begin to spill down 
his cheeks. He crumples into himself, hiding his face in his hands, and Wilbur can only 
watch, afraid of upsetting him worse, as he sobs. 


It seems like hours pass before Quackity’s sobs turn to sniffles, before he looks up, red in the 
face, and meets Wilbur’s eyes. Wilbur just watches, silently, and opens his arms to offer a 
hug. Quackity shakes his head, but stands up nevertheless and settles on the bed next to 
Wilbur. 


“They said it was a response to tr- to bad things that happened, in the past,” Quackity 
mutters. “I didn’t mean to get you caught up in it.” 


“They?” Wilbur knows it’s the wrong thing to focus on, but doesn’t stop himself from asking. 


“Karl and Sapnap.” Quackity scrubs angrily at his tear-streaked face, and Wilbur passes him 
a tissue. Quackity balls it up in his hands, instead, and begins ripping at the thin paper. ““We 

were engaged, for a while, we went to therapy with Puffy, and.” He raises a hand, lets it fall 

back into his lap. Wilbur nods. 


“Ts there anything I can do to help?” It’s a broad, overly-scripted question, Wilbur knows, but 
he doesn’t know any better way to ask. 


Quackity laughs, brief and cold. “Nah. I can deal with it.” The look he gives Wilbur says 
otherwise. 


“Okay. Don’t lose touch, Quackity.” Wilbur doesn’t push it. “I’ve had fuckall to do since I’ve 
been back, so if you ever need a hand, with Las Nevadas or otherwise,” He stands up, 
heading for his coat and boots. 


Quackity sits in silence, staring at the floor. Just as Wilbur opens the door, he calls out, 


“Wait.” Wilbur stops, facing away from Quackity. “Walk me home?” 

Quackity fumbles for his boots, cursing under his breath as he hurries, ignoring Wilbur’s 
assurance that really, he’s in no rush. Finally, he finishes and stands, grabbing his cane from 
where it rests by the door, thin, light bamboo painted white with a red tip. Wilbur watches 
openly, eyes flickering to the scar carved down Quackity’s face. He’d kissed it, last night, 
along with many other places, felt the uneven curve of his browbone, healed incorrectly and 
left crooked. Quackity pulls a face. 


“Anyone ever tell you you look like an asshole, staring like that?” He loops his arm into 
Wilbur’s, and Wilbur can’t tell what’s caused the sudden change in mood, but he doesn’t 
question it, falling back into the familiar, lighthearted banter. 


“Anyone ever tell you you are an asshole?” He pushes his shoulder into Quackity, and 
Quackity shoves back, and the two of them head down the hallway and out of the hotel, past 
Jack Manifold, who really couldn’t care less. 


“But really, if you want to know, just ask.” Wilbur mulls it over for a moment. 
“Was it one of your fiances?” Quackity inhales sharply, shaking his head. 


“Not everything’s so personal, Wilbur. I fought Technoblade and lost. That’s all.” Wilbur 
understands, and the flow of conversation drifts easily to lighter things, as the two of them 
head back towards Las Nevadas. 


End Notes 
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